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the new duke too profligate, and the homely duchess
died with broken heart while her lord still lay in state.
Nor have any been found since save distant kinsmen
even to show posterity where he lies.     Neither the
splendid regiment he founded, nor the army he inspired,
nor the country to whom at so slight a cost he restored
the priceless boon of monarchy, have thought him worthy
of the tribute that has been lavished on so many not
more deserving.    So the memory of the man the King
delighted to honour has fallen a victim to the execration
of the visionaries he crushed, to the reproaches of the
Puritans he restrained, to the rancour of the unjust
stewards he exposed, to the abjectness of the servile
historiographers with whom half his career was a subject
tabooed, and to the jibes of the profligates with whom he
would not sin.

For a biographer to sum up a character so lovable
and so misunderstood is almost impossible without falling
into exaggeration. It is better that his story should close
with a tribute dropped unwittingly from the most unwill-
ing hand that could have penned it. On October 24th,
1667, for the last time the House awarded the sturdy
old patriot their thanks for his service; "Which is a
strange act," wrote Pepys; "but, I know not how, the
blockhead Albemarle hath strange luck to be loved,
though he be (and every man must know it) the heaviest
man in the world, but stout and honest to his country."
In the sermon that was delivered at his funeral in
Westminster Abbey we have the opinion of a great dig-
nitary of the Church who was fully alive to his faults.
Careful as he was that he should pronounce no idle pane-
gyrip, he blessed him altogether, " He was the best fatherhe King intended to raise a magnificent jnemoral to him, to their cost thatwhole of Monk's elaborate manoeuvres, & P, Don, clviii, f. 40, last chance was
